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but with grosser faults. Dante was extravagant, absurd,
disgusting, in short, a Methodist parson in Bedlam. Ariosto
was a more agreeable Amadis de Gaul in a bawdy-house,
and Spenser, John Bunyan in rhyme. Tasso wearies one
with their insuperable crime of sfcanza and by a thousand
puerilities that are the very opposite of that dull dignity
which is demanded for epic: and Voltaire, who retained
his good sense in heroics, lost his spirit and fire in them.
In short, epic poetry is like what it first celebrated, the
heroes of a world that knew nothing better than courage
and conquest. It is not suited to an improved and polished
state of things. It has continued to degenerate from the
founder of the family, and happily expired in the last bastard
of the race, Ossian.

Still, as Mr. Hayley has allowed such a latitude to heroic
poesy as to admit the Lutrwij The Dispensary, and The Dunciad
as epic poems, I can forgive a man who recommends to a
friend to pen a tragedy when he will accept of The Way of
the World as one.

For Mr. Hayley himself, though he chants in good tune,
and has now and then pretty lines amongst several both
prosaic and obscure, he has, I think, no genius, no fire, and
not a grain of originality, the first of merits (in my eyes) in
these latter ages, and a more certain mark of genius than
in the infancy of the world, when no ground was broken,
nor even, in the sportsman's phrase, foiled. It is that
originality that I admire in your Heroic Epistle and in your
genuine style, which, I trust, you will not quit to satisfy
the impartial Mr. Hayley (who, though a good patriot,
equally cherishes janizaries)

That to you do not belong
The beauties of wmnomed song.

For writing an epic poem, it would be as wise to set about
copying Noah's ark, if Mons. de Buffon should beg you to had more true grandeur than they,
